A BRASS HAT IN NO MAN'S LAND
under Brigadier-General Count Gleichen, at Belfast
for the front I was therefore pleased when I was
asked to arrange the ceremony for the handing over
of the colours of the 'Holy boys/ to the custody of
the authorities of Belfast cathedral for safe keeping
during the absence of the battalion on service. It
was not only a peculiar function; but, I should
think, one quite unique in the annals of the British
army, A detachment of the ist Norfolk Regiment
was present of course, with colours and colour-
party, while a guard of honour of Revolutionary
troops of Carson's army, drawn from the West
Belfast Regiment, with their colours, presented
arms with German Mauser rifles, which had been
smuggled in, during the gun-running episode of a
few months previously, under the nose of the British
fleet which, we were told, had put the blind eye to
the telescope. Was there ever such confusion! Five
months previously these very men of the Norfolks
had quitted Belfast for Holyrood, owing to the
menace in their midst of the very men who were
doing them honour now, and from whom they evi-
dently felt disposed to accept the compliment.
Soon they were to fight shoulder to shoulder in
France.
At last the day arrives for the silent secret departure
of the 15th Infantry Brigade for a destination un-
known but easily surmised.